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Epistolary Correspondence. 
(Continued from our fast.) 


Filial Affection and dignified Sentiments displayed, 
From lord Cotvityie to his Mother. 





Europa, Feb. 27, 1808. 


THE sable etiblem of mortality which con- 
fined your letter, my beloved mother, gave such 
an indescribable shock to my feelings, that some 
moments elapsed before I had resolution to 
open it, too well recollecting the delicate state 
of my dear Louisa’s health when I quitted Eng- 
land; but what a variety of sensztions did I 
experience as I perused the astonishing, the 
unexpected intelligence it contained. 

By what a slender thread is human life sup- 
ported !—What afragile, whata gossamcr-like 
existence, do the children of this world pos- 
ses! and yet, how strange it is, that, though 
daily reminded of our mortality, few, very few 
of us, should reflect upon death. Though far 
removed from those scenes of dissolution, my 
dear mother, Which have so retently occurred 
within our family, yet my tears involuntarily 
flowed as I read the successive train of melan- 
cholly instances, which, in the short period of 
six months, had taken place. Poor George! 
most sincerely do I deplore his untimely fate ; 
he was anoble-minded fellow, and would have 
done honor to that rank he was never destined 
to grace. Edward wasa mere boy when I last 
saw Aim; yet I find at Eton he was admired 
as alad of abilities and spirit. Though I come 
into an expected fortune by this melancholy 
train of dissolution, yet most sincerely, my 
dearest mother, do 1 lament the ravages of 
death. 

Lord Colville’s former behaviour to the best 
of parents,excited such a mixture of contempt 
and abhorrence in my youthful bosom, that had 
I attained the years of manhood when it hep- 
pened, I should, in all probability, have de- 
feated those proofs of generosity he has dis- 
played towards us at his death ; for so indignant 
were my feelings, that I would willingly have 
sacrificed my existence, to have been able to 
chastise him for his insolent arrogance. You 
tell me, my beloved mother, that his lordship 
had been prejudiced against you. Prejudiced 
against a being, who, to be known, must have 
been admired ; but what christain-like conduct 
do you display towards the memory of the man 
who insulted you; and what a volume of pre- 
cept does such unexampled forbearance con- 
vey to yout admiring son. 

To say that I am insensible of the advantages 
which rank and fortune have bestowed upon 
me, would be to prove mysclf undeserving 
those enjoyments which necessarily spring 
from them ; bat so completelr was I satisfied 
with the state of life in which Providence had 
placed me, and so desirous didi feel of provine 
my attachment to my country, that could I only 
Have supported the title which has devolved to 
me, by resigning a profession in which I have 
been fortunate enough to signalise myself, I 
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would readily have abjured both rank and for- 
tune. 

But, my dearest mother, since my lord is 
endowed with the same sensations as Mr. Col- 
ville experienced, how could you for one mo- 
ment imagine that I would supinely waste those 
hours in inactivity, which might prove benefi- 
cial to that countryin which I drew my breath ? 
Both the smiles and frowns of fortune are said 
seldom to appear unattended : anda succession 
of prosperity, or calamity, generally falls to the 
lot ofher children. In me the truth of the ob- 
servation has been verified; for, at the mo- 
ment your letter reached me, I was exulting in 
the smiles of fortune ; or, in other words, I 
had performed my duty, and received the most 
flattering marks of the admiral’s approbation. 

As the litde skirmish I was engaged in may 
obtain publicity, I think it necessary to acquaint 
you, my dear mother, that I was slightly 
wounded in my left shoulder; and as circum- 
stances of that nature (I am well aware) are 
generally magnified, you probably may hear 
half my side was cut off At a period like the 
present, can I with honor relinquish my com- 
mission ? Should I not disgrace both my name 
and title ? For heaven’s sake, my beloved mo- 
ther, do not attempt to stamp cowaidice upon 
the character of your son. 

There are but two circumstances in life 
which can induce me to act in opposition to 
your wishes ; the one is, in proving myself a 
traitor to my country, by denying it my sup- 
port; and the other is, in resigning the beloved 
object, who, from the earliest days of childhood, 
has been dear to my heart. That this idol of 
my soul should not have been mentioned in 
your letter, I confess; gave me indescribable 
concern ; for, as want of fortune was the only 
obstacle you could raise against her union with 
licut. Colville, that must now be completely 
banished; for has not fate, (combined with my 
uncle’s generosity) bestowed upon me a pro- 
fusion of wealth? Yetso little do I value world- 
ly honours, and so truly do I appreciate my 
Eliza’s regard, that willingly would I resign all 
my newly acquired dignities,; ifthey were tobe 
obtained by the loss of her heart. If any thing 
could induce me to quit this scene of action 
until our convoy is recalled, it would be to con- 
vince my Eliza that an elevation only made me 
rnore desirous of obtaining her hand ; and that 
neither rank nor fortune would afford me 
any gratification, unless she condescended to 
become the sharer of them. 

How long we are to remain on this station 
is uncertain; it will, of course, in great mea- 
sure, depend upon the success of our plans ; 
but, if the same good fortune crowns our un- 
dertakings which has attended the commence- 
ment of them, you may expcct to see us tri- 
umphantly return home in a short time after 
this letter reaches your hands. 

I am delighted with my uncle’s attention to 
hisold domestics. You say the number exceeds 
your wants and wishes; I intreat you toinform 


the younger ones, that they have my permis- 


sion. to quit your seryice, if they can better 








themselves, and a twelvemonth’s wages shall 
be paid them, in addition to the sium his lord- 
ship has bequeathed. The old ones I shall al- 
ways consider as my property, or, in other 
words, feel it a duty incumbent upon me to 
render their latter days comfortable; for I 
mean to imitate the conduct of the benevolent 
Mr. Manwairing*, and make provision for those 
who spend the best years of their lives in pro- 
moting my convyeniente,comtort and happiness. 

Jt is impossible, my beloved mother, forme 
to describe tne heartfelt gratification I experi- 
ence, in being able toevince my gratitude and 
esteem to the worthy Mr. Mansel; for, next to 
you, my best of parents, dol owe him obliga- 
tions beyond the power of language to express. 

As I know he is desirous of procuring a si- 
tuation for his eldest son in the company’s ser- 
vice, I enclose a draft upon Mr. H—-——, my 
deceased uncle’s banker, for the sum of one 
thousand pounds, asa slight mark of esteem 
and affection for those principles of morality 
which he took so much pains to instil; and 
which, I trust, I shall ever endeavour to put 
in force. 

I long to heat my dear Louisa’s sentiments 
of that gaiety and dissipation of which she 
must, of course, become a partaker: offer her 
my tenderest remembrance, and entreat ber to 
write to me without the least reserve. 

Adieu; my beloved mother, we muy possibly 
meet inthe course of afew weeks; and, when- 
ever I can quit my profession, without the 
danger of incurring censure, I shall consider it 
a duty incumbent upon me to be guided by 
your advice ; well aware that your happiness 
in a great measure, depends upon the prolon- 
gation of my life. 

May the latter part of your’s be unclouded ! 
That your highest gratifications may arise from 
the filial condtict of your children, isthe ardent 
prayer of 

Your tenderly attached 


And dutiful Son, 
COLTILLE. 


*A genfleman in the north of England, who has erect- 
ed a perfect hamlet round his park, for the reception 
of aged domestics who served him with fidelity in 
their youth. 


— 


Mrs. Colville to the Right Hon. Lord Colville. 


The pleasing prospect held out in my Ed- 
ward’s letter, prevented me from replying to 
it with that eagerness my affection towards 
him would otherwise have induced me to adopt ; 
but, alas! I have just had an interview with 
the admital, and find there is no probability of 
the Europa’s speedy return. 

Oh, my son! how deeply do I lament ever 
having consented to your embracing a profes- 
sion which exposes your precious life to so 
many dangers! and how dol wish it had been 
possible for me to have had a foreknowledge 
of those gifts which fortune had for you in 
store! I am no Spartan in heart, I confess, 
my dearest Edward; and when I peruse the 
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account of mothers, who gloried in the idea of 
their sons expiring in the cause of their coun- 
try, I turn from the theme with disgtist and 
horror, and view them as a set of beings over 
whom nature had relinquished every tender 
claim. 

Yet, I acknowledge, a blush would over- 
spread my cheek was I to hear the name of 
Colville tarnished by the report of pusillanim- 
ous cowardice, or a single action that could 
degrade the race from whence my Edward 
sprung ; yet, you must allow, that. change of 
circumstances demand change of conduct ; 
and a just and wise legislator may as effectual- 
ly evince his zeal for the welfare of his coun- 
try, asthe bravest admiral or the most consum-~ 
mate general, that ever commanded our fleets 
and armies. 


“‘ Let others on the sea their arms employ, 


** But stay, my Edward, here---and guard thy Troy.” 


There was a period, my dear son, in the an- 
nals of ancient or modern history, that afforded 
a wider scope for superior talents to display 
themselves than the present; but as I fear all 
I can say upon the subject will avail little, I 
will endeavour to drop it, and rely upon the 
sustaining hand of Omnipotence to preserve 
your precious life. 

My servants, or rather yours, intreat me to 
offer their unbounded thanks, for the generous 
proposal I made them in your name, which 
they with one voice declined, declaring their 
resolution of remaining in their present situa- 
tion until your return, unless compelled to quit 
it by a positive command. Of what a secret 
satisfaction do those tyrannical masters and 
mistresses deprive themselves, who treat their 
domestics with that imperious haughtiness, 
which at once saps the foundation of fidelity, 
and turns into a stagnant pool the flowing cur- 
rent of esteem and regard! and I consider the 
kind and gentle manner with which your de- 
ceased uncle treated his servants, as one of 
the most convincing proofs of the natural 
goodness of his heart. 

The letter which I intend inclosing, from 
my beloved Louisa, will convince you how lit- 
tle gratification she is likely to experience 
from the gaities of the metropolis ; and noth- 
ing would have induced me to expose her to 
scenes so uncongenial to the purity of her 
ideas, but the conviction that her manners ac- 
tually wanted polish; or, in other words, that 
it was necessary for her to mix in more ex- 
tensive circles, for the purpose of throwing off 
that native timidity, which, if encouraged, 
might have amounted to aukward bashfulness. 

And now, my dear son, I must, with a de- 
gree of reluctance, enter upon the only sub- 
ject where our opinions do not accord, yet, 
as a skilful surgeon must probe .the wound 
before he attempts to close it, maternal duty 
compels me to perform that painful task. You 
tell me, the acquisition of rank and fortune only 
affords you pleasure from enabling you to fulfil 
the first wish of your heart ; or, in other 
words, as they will break down the barriers I 
raised against your union with Eliza. 

You have studied the heart of your mother, 
my Edward, and probably in it may have dis- 
covered many faults ; but I may venture to af- 
firm, that the most scrutinizing observer never 
found the least trace of sordid selfishness in it. 
It is true, I represented the want of fortune 
as an obstacle to your attempting to gain 
Eliza’s affections ; but would to heaven 








that had been my only objection! for even 
that, in your former situation, would have been 
easily overlooked. 


(To be continued.) 
s 
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TO HER WHO UNDERSTANDS IT. 

THIS letter, deceitful Girl, is the last effu- 
sion of a heart fondly devoted to your charms, 
but alas broken by your treachery and falshood. 
How brightly beamed the enchanting prospect 
which once lay in perspective before me.— 
Hope spread her deluding promises, and whis- 
pered tales of rapture in my ear; but alas, 
what a cruel reverse—my youths first hope has 
withered ; a killing frost has nip’d it in the 
bud. My golden dreams of happiness have 
vanished like the morning vapour. Life now 
presents to my wounded soul a dreary void, 
Without one cheering ray of hope to gild the 
gloom. My heart bleeds afresh at the remem- 
brance of your perfidy—you who sooften have 
vowed the most inviolable and durable affec- 
tion, upon whose account I have hung with 
unutterable delight ; whose charms I have gaz- 
ed upon till terrestrial objects vanished from 
remembrance, and-heaven itself floated before 
me. Once, when blest in the hope of possess- 
ing your affections, I ranked high amongst the 
good and worthy; but alas! dissipation and 
riot now stain my progress through life—in 
the giddy licentious whirl of dissipated folly 
I drown those bitter thuughts which, in spite 
of every effort, will intrude and cast a gloom 
over every scene. 

«To thee these early faults I owe, 
To thee the wise and old reproving ; 


They know my faults but do not know, 
’T was thine to break the bounds of loving.” 


The Charms of Literature no longer possess 
the heart’s attraction. A sullen gloom pervades 
my very existence; and whether immersed in 
scenes of franitc riot, or retracing in my mind 
those days when you fondly loved me, my feel- 
ings are equally intolerable. Who in a face so 
fair could have traced that falsehood and incon- 
stancy which has been the bitter source of my 
sorrows. Who that listened to that melting 
voice could have suspected that it could so 
charm and so deceive? I could have pledged 
my soul upon your constancy: I lived but on 
your smiles; but alas! you have broken those 
gentle ties, and bound with them yourself to 
another. But let him beware,tho’ like me, he 
may be immersed in rapturous delight, lest 
like me he may have cause to mourn the false- 
hood of woman. Let him not think that be- 
cause you have bound yourselfto him by every 
tie of love, that you will remain faithful. 


«* Had I a cave on some wild distant shore, 
Where the winds howl, to the waves dashing roar : 
There would I weep my woes, 
There seek my last repose ; 
*Till grief my eyes should close 
Ne’er to wake more. 
Falsest of womankind, canst thou declare, 
All thy fond plighted vows fleeting as air.” 
B. Oo B. N. 
Trenton, Jan. 17, 1613. 








VACANT TIME. 

WE ought ardently to fill up every moment 
of our time with some pleasing as well as pro- 
ductive industry. We have many duties to 
perform—and by a right discharge of them, 
we shall enjoy improvement and pleasure. 








MARGARET—A FRAGMENT. 


«* All eyes were closed in balmy sleep, 
** Save those whom care awoke to weep.” 

«“ PALE Luna had not yet finished her night. 
ly course, and glistening on the spire of the 
church lent me sufficient light to see a female 
open the gate that led to the silent repository 
of the dead. Alexis had that day joined the 
tenants of the sod. She advanced leisurely ta 
his grave ; there was nothing to distinguish it 
from the others, save the new earth that cover- 
edit. A thought struck me, perhaps this is 
Margaret, but what can be her business here 
at this hour. It may be that she has found the 
means whereby she may speedily join her lover 
in a happier world, and intends not to return 
from this rendezvous of suffering mortals. | 
will prevent it, if possible. I entered by a 
nearer way, and placed myself at some distance | 
from where the remains of Alexis were deposit.’ 
ed. She seated herself on the grave, and after 
a few minutes broke silence : 

My Alexis is gone, my love is no more, 
fle landed this day on heaven’s bright shore ; 
Fain would I now this life resign, 
And with my love, 
Who’s gone above, 
Live happy till the end of time. 

Her tears prevented her from speaking, and 
the sorrowing beauty began to strew-the grave 
with flowers. I took out my handkerchief, 
and wiped the tears from my cheek—I am no 
stranger to sympathy. I again cast my eyes 
towards the spot; She had fallen from her 
seat! I flew to her assistance, and revived the 
fainted fair—she opened her eyes—“ Oh! 
Sir,”’ said she, “ why did you not let me sleep 
the soft slumbers of death; But that starting 
tear tells me that nature has form’d you in one 
of her softest moulds; there are no charms in 
this world, that can prolong my stay.’ She 
reached the basket that she had brought, laden 
with the sweetest fruits of Flora, and from it 
she took a paper, very neatly folded—« Here,” 
continued she, “is the last letter I received 
from Alexis.” The silver queen of night, seem- 
ed here to exert herself, that I might peruse 
its contents, and I began. 

OE, OE ETE CAPR MSIE RVR POET SEE PEED 








“ While yet we live (scarce one short hour perhaps,) 
« Between us two let there be peace.” 
Ma.ton’s Eve. 


It would be worth no one’s timeand painsto , 


try to convince mankind, of what all pretty 
well know, that health and ease are more 
agreeable than sickness and pain. How to se- 
cure and preserve the former and avoid the 
latter, that’s the question. So, again, there 
needs no logic to prove that domestic peace is 
preferable to domestic contention : that con- 
jugal love is the BALM, and discord the BANE 
of the married life. li the world, men and 
women, married and unmarried, gentle and 
simple; all the world are agreed on this par- 
ticular Butthe point is, where to find the 
right sort of pickle for preserving conjugal 
love, so that it may last and hold sound and 
good, not merely through the honey moon, but 
during life. 

Now, Ladies, the author, who is really your 
friend, and from his soul entreats your good 
will, verily thinks he knows at least one in- 
gredient in the composition of this blessed 
E.ixir—and for your benefit will he advertise 
it without fee or reward—It is this:—Be as 
as attentive, as courteous, as obliging, as solici 
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tous, to please all along after marriage, as 
in the time of courtship—Then (extraor- 
dinaries excepted) you will hold*fast the hearts 
-ou once bad won—Litule obliging attentions, 
without name or number, constantly repeated 
day by day, is the precious oil that feeds the 
flame of love; which pines and dies under 
neglect, like a flower that is denied its proper 
pourishment. 

Nor can he in conscience fail to add that 
che receipt he offers is every whit as necessary 
and useful for husbands as for wives. 

Con. Courant. 
Sree # 
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Waviery. 


The following original and beautifully impressive des- 
cription, is extracted from an entertaining litde 
book, entitled, “ worLD wITHOUT SOULS,” 

«“ The Preacher took his station. Time 
had laid his hands upon him, and bad gently 
wrinkled his brows; they were however whole- 
some tracks, the furrows of the winter’s field, 
the meet and honourable ornaments of a head 
silvered by the snows effourscore years. The 
eye bore its testimony, that the Revelation on 
which it rested was true, by indicating how 
long the soul can survive the body; and its 
brow, like that arch which bestrides the Heav- 
ens, not only said that the storm had passed 
away, but, like it; prophesied also of a Peace 
which was to come.” 


WOevoew tr wvevrz~ew 


BLACK ART. 

THE Arr of PrinTING, is the only true 
Black Art that is known to us. A free Press 
transforms a political desert into a paradise, 
the night of superstition into the day tide of 
truth. ‘ Introduce the Press into Turkcy, and 
it will be ‘Turkey no longer.” It is this 
powerful work which is now diffusing the 
beams of light over South-America, preparing 
the citizens of Caraccas for the enjoyment ot 
liberty. But to work all its wonders, the 
magician must be left at liberty; it must not 
like necromancers ef old, be circumscribed 
Within a circle. “ The ample earthivs era, and 
the arch ofheaven 11s dome.” 


Vanenenides 
RRUTAL AFFECTION. 


The attachment of some French ladies to 
their lap-dogs amounts, in some instances, to 
infatuation. I have heard of a lap-dog biting a 
piece out of a male visitor’s leg: his mistress 
thus expressed her compassion: “ Poor little 
dear creature! I hope it will not make him 
sick !”” 

Another lady kept a malicious ape, which 
bit one of her women so cruelly in the arm, 
that her life wasin danger. The lady chid her 
ape, and told him not to bite so deep in fu- 
ture. The maid lost her arm ; andthe marchi- 
oness dismissed her with a vague promise of 
a provision. The marquis blaming this inhu- 
manity, the lady answered with great cool- 
ness, “ What would you have me do with the 
girl? She hast lost an arm.” 

VVOVownrencee’d 


DOMESTIC ECONOMY, 


IN some parts of Scotland bordering on the 
Sea, where the people are more than usually 
industrious and frugal, oatmeal is used instead 
of soap for washing, commixed with the sea 
water, Iam not chemist enough to describe 
tethnically how it acts, but I will be easily 
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understood when I affirm that the meal de- 
composes the oily portion of the marine elc- 
ment, and renders it as fit for washing as the 
finest soft water with soap. This discovery is 
of very great importance to passengers on 
board a ship, as the captains are always very 
sparing of fresh water, and scarcely ever per- 
mit it to be used for washing, I have many 
a day at sea, found the most luxurious refresh- 
ment in a bucket of sea-water with a handful 
of oat meal; and no one should go to sea with- 
out a supply of it. 
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NEW-YORKE: 
SATURDAY, JANUARY 25, 1813. 


WEEKLY RETROSPECT, 


The latest accounts from Europe, this week, brought 
in the brig Marmion, in 36 days from London, give 
us London news to the 10th Dec. By this arrival the 
following important information is taken from English 
papers of the latcst date. 

“That the army of Bonapatte has been nearly or 
quite destroyed in Russia, and in its retreat out of that 
country. 

On the 14th Sept. the London editor says, the Inva- 
der sat down in the Palace of the Czars, in the ancient 
capital of the Empire, anticipating the immediate sub- 
mission ef the cuemy, and promissing to return in tri- 
umph and glory with his conquering srmy to Paris be- 
fore Christmas. And two months afterwards where is 
tis conqueror-—this insulting invader! In disgraceful 
flight, abandoning all his ideas of conquest, slinking 
away from his ruined aryny, and anxious only «bout his 
own personal escape and safety. Like Xe1 xes, he has 
left his Mardonius behind him, to bring off, if possible, 
the wreck of his army, while he is hastening in fear 
and dismay over all the territory he had passed but 
two months before with such pomp and parade, to get 
back to his own country. Of the 500,000 men he car- 
ried with him into Russia, there were but 85,000 effi- 
cient fire-locks remained when he evacuated Moscow. 
And here let us take a rapid sketch of the losses and 
suflerings they have experienced since that period-- 
Murat’s loss on the 18th Oct. in killed, wound- 








ed, and taken, 3560 
Battle of Malo-Jarosloff, 6000 
At Medyna on the 25th Oct. 1000 


At Kolotz on the Ist Nov. 1000 








Near Viasma, on the 3d, 8599 
seyond Wiasma on the Ath, 1000 
At Dorogobugsh, on the 711, 2000 
Beyond Dorogobugsh, on the 9th, 15000 
Near Doughoovtchina, 500 
Loss of the main army from the 13th Oct. to the 
10th Novy. 38500 
Loss of Victor and St. Cyr’s Divisions, 
At Polotsk and to Lepel, 10000 


At Tehasniki Loss not known 
The number of cannon taken within the same period 
amounts to 154 picces, besides what the French have 


burned and destroyed; and of waggons 270, besides 


what have been blown up. 

Thus, of the 85,000 efficient men carried away from 
Moscow, nearly one half have been put hors de com- 
bat on the road from Moscow to Smolenok, whilst Vic- 
tor and St. Cyr’s division have been entirely ruined. 

Thus the whole morale of the enemy is nearl, de- 
stroyed, whilst the spirits of the soldiers, yielding to 
the pressure of defeat, sickness, and want, have left 
them incapable of active or vigorous exertions; and 
Beauharnois, who, we may be sure, draws a faithful 
picture of his army, declares, in the two intercepted 
letters we have published, that his men “ are driven 
to such desperation as to suffer themselves to be taken 
by the enemy” 

It is stated by accounts from Lisbon of Dec. 10, that 
the allied army under Lord Wellington had returned 
to their strong hold near Lisbon. ‘The Spanish Gener- 
al Ballesteros, has been banished by the Cortes to Ceu- 
ta, for disobedience of orders. He had refused to 
serve under Lord Wellington- 














The Prince Regent in his speech to Parliaments 
speaking of the affairs of the U. States and that coun- 
try, says-—** My best cfforts are not wanting for the 
restoration of the relations oTpeace and amity between 
the two countries ; but until this object can be attain- 
ed without sacrificing the Maritime Rights of Great 
Britain, I shall rely upon your corédial support in a Vi- 
gerous prosecution of the war.” 

Pive fast sailing French frigates, itis said, had ghil- 
ed from Bordcaux-—supposed to be destined for the 
United States. 

The Treaty of peace between Russia and England, 
was signed by Alexander on the first of August, and 
published in London the 23d of November. By the 
dd Article of this Treaty, América is now at war with 
Russia. A 

Accounts from Ohio, say that Gen. Tupper @n (he 
1Sth ult. with a force consisting of between 1500 and 
2000 men, has defeated a body of 6 or 700 Indians and 
S00 British regulars, two or three miles above the ra 
pids of the Miami—killing 14 or 15 British and 70 or 
80 Indians, exclusive of many who were killed jn cros- 
sing the river. ‘Teeumseh; the noted Indian Chief was 
taken prisoner jn this affair. 

Admiral Sir J. B. Warren, in the St. Domingo of 74 
guns, hus taken several inward and outward bound 
vessels near Sandy Hook. Ue has with him the 
Dragon, of £4 @wuns, the Statira of 58, and Sophie and 
Colibra brigs of 18 guns each ; but they have not beeri 
heard of since Tuesday last. : 

Capt Beresford, in the Poictiers of 74 guns, and 
frigates Acasta and Maidstone are said to be eriiizine 
off the mouth of the Chesapeake. a 

The privateer Teazer, of this port, was captured a 
few days since by the St. Domingo and burnt. 

The privateer Saratoga, of this port, has captiired 
an English Letter of Marque brig of 10 guns, off La- 
guira, afier a severe action, during which all the offi- 
cers of the English vessel were killed. The prize has 
a valuable cargo of dry goods, and was bound from 
England to Laguira, 

The annual amount of this city and county’s expen- 
ses, ending SIst Dec 1812, is one million, twelve thou- 
sand, four hundred and sixty dollars. : 

A subscription has commenced in Virginia, the ob- 
ject of which is to build and equip a 74 gun ship to be 
called the Virginia, for the use of the United States. 
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JENISON—DENTIST, 


AT MRS. LEW1Is’8, 278, PEARL-STREET, 
CLEANS and repairs Teeth &e. not better, perhaps 
as well and as cheap as others. Sells prepared Char- 
coal for the Teeth and Tincture for Spongy Gums. 
N. B. Home from 8 to 11, and from 2 to 5. 











Vuptisgl, 


MARRIED, 


By the Rev Dr. Mason, the Rev. John Zenophon 
Clark, to Miss Jenette Smith, daughter of James R. 
P Smith, Esq. 
By the Rev. Mr. Carsin, Mr. James Findley, printer, 
to Miss Ann Bradley, both of this city. 
By the Rev. Dr. M‘Neice, Mr. Wm. M‘Bride, prin- 
ter, to Miss Betsey Sanford, both of this city. 


RN OE ET ET, ORES 


OCitiary. 


DIED, 


In this city, Mrs. Ann Muniford, ini thr 48th year of 
her age, wife of Mr David Mumford, and daughter of 
the late Thomas Pearsall, Esq. 

In the 3lst year of herage, Mrs Lydia Stringham, 
wife of Dr. James Stringham, of this city, 

After a long and severe illness, which she bore with 
fortitude and resignation, Mrs. Hester Peek, (widow 
of the late George Peek) in the 54th year of her age. 

After a short illness, Mrs. Margarette Kelly, in 
the 29th year cf her age, wife of Mr. Robert Kelly, 
merchant. 

Mr. Thomas Crafton, in the 49th year of his age 

At Norwalk, Capt. Mark Collins, a native of Ireland, 
aged 86 years. 
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NEiV-TORK 


ON THE DEATH OF GEOKGE F. COOKE, 
The Celebrated Tragedian. 


FOR THE WEEKLY MUSEUM. 


ETHEREAL minstrel, inspired of heaven, genius of 
fire, 

Oh Ossian ! awake ! and tune thy living lyre ; 

GreatCooke sleeps with the dead ; 

Soft with melancholy’s loliest swell, thy wild harp 

‘sweep, 

Lat passion raise the thrilling notes, that ev’n apathy 
may weep, 

For lowly in stranger land, lost in Death’s sleep; 

Great Cooke reclines his head. 


Genius of Erin ! weep, send forth thy mourning cry, 

@h ! bard divine, of Erin, breath from thy harp a sigh, 

The spirit of thy Cooke is fled : 

Now loud swell the dirge, oh! hallowed be its strain, 

Sweep the sounding strings, and soothe the bosom’s 
ain, 

For Neusie bends the wild grass, where Cooke is lain, 

And deep hanging round, the willows spread. 


Mourn Mclpomene, mourn, lowly in his grave he lies, 
And the divine genius in him is ascended to the skies, 
Raise to exstacy passion’s sigh, let fall pity’s tear ; 
Ne more with heav’n-born skill he'll fascinate the heart, 
No more shall gush our warm tears, confin’d by his art, 
He is gone, in other worlds, to act his part ; 

Oh! strew the Shamrock on his bier. 


And art thou hush’d in death ? whom nature call’d her 
own, 

Thou, to whom all secrcts marked in her book, were 
known, 

And fled to worlds unknown, 

Thou, who with matchless cunning, didst our na- 
ture show, 

From whence spring the passions, and how they flow, 

Who so oft has bid our tears .o rise, and wonder on 
us grow, 

Thouto dark futurity art flown. 


Oh! hush my heart---soft, swell the melting strain,--- 

Raise to ectsacy the impassion’d notes ; to soothe the 
bosom’s pain ; 

Oh! let me weep o’er his untimely fate.--- 

Ah! Cooke, ill was thy fate, far from thy friends to die, 

V’ll rul’d thy star, when first thou saw’st the western 
sky, 

Yet Columbia, soothed with balm, thy last dying sigh, 

And breath’d resignation to thy fate. 


Alas! old Lear, the gods again hath shut thee up in 
gloom ; 

And allthy wrongs with Cooke, fie buried in the tomb, 

No more thy phrenzy will awake the bosom’s throb, 

But thou shalt live, oh ! Cooke, while memory holds 
her seat, 

Or for departed genius, the heart with life can beat, 

And Shakspeare and Cooke, shall posterity repeat, 

And still the sigh, awake the heart-felt sob. 


O soft shall midnight dews, weep o’er thy lowly grave, 
And soft shall sweet nature, her lov’d son’s bosom lave, 
Oft shall thy couch, oh ! Cooke be wet with tears, 

Soft shall Cynthia’s beam, play on thy shrouded breast, 


Soft shall the Shamrock wave its green glowing crest, 


And soft shall be thy pillow, in eternal rest 
While friendship its monumental tribute rears. C. 


—_———SP 2) ee 
THE BEGGAR. 


LOUD blew the cold blast o’er fhe snow cover’d moor ; 
The beggar pass’d on with a sigh, 

The blast cut his heart, as he turn’d from the door 
But the frown of refusal more nigh. 


He found that the hearts of thé rich were unkind, 
Tho’ his locks were ov'rsilver’d with years ; 
Tho’ his rags flew around on the wintér’s sharp wind 


> 
Tho’ his tale’s truth was vouch’d by his tears. 


He once had a wife, had a child, had a friend, 
Had a home, and of riches the best; 

Mad a heart and a hand, ever prompt to attend, 
To the wants of the poor or distress’d. 








But alone now, and wretched, each ligament broke, 
That chains our affections below ; 

Submissive he bow’d to th’ omnipotent stroke, 
Nor complain’d, tho’ o’ershadow’d by woe. 


For Memory, cruel to sorrow alone, 
With a too faithful pencil retrac’d, 
Those joy-gilded days, which so quickly had flown, 
As o’er the wide commen he pac’d. 


Still howl’d the chill wind, and the snow drifting fast, 
Impeding his passage forlorn ; 

He crept to avoid the rude gusts of the blast, 
Beneath the bare boughs of a thorn. 


His heart, before pierced by the arrow of grief, 
Now by want was quite broken---he cried, 

** Oh God! to thy servant send quickly relief.” 
His petition was heard---and he died. 


Mor alsty. 
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MAHOMETAN SERMON. 


GOD ALONE IS IMMORTAL! Ibra- 
him and Soloman have slept with their fathers ; 
Cadijah the first born of faith ; Ayesha the be- 
loved ; Omar the meek ; Omri the benevolent ; 
the companions of the Apostle, and the sent 
of God himself, all died; but God most high, 
God most holy, liveth for ever. Infinities are 
to him asthe numerals of arithmetic to the 
sons of Adam: The earth shall vanish before 
the decrees of his eternal destiny ; but he liveth 
and reigneth for ever. 

GioD ALONE IS OMNISCIENT ! Michael, 
whose wings are full of eyes, is blind before 
him: the dark night is unto him as the rays 
of the morning ; for he noticeth the creeping 
of the small pismire, in the dark night, upon 
the black stone, and apprehendeth the motion 
of an atom in the open air. 

Gov ALONE IS OMNIPRESENT ! He touch- 
eth the immensity of space as a point: He 
moveth in the depth of the ocean, and Atlas 
is hidden by the sole of his foot: He breath- 
eth fragrant odours to cheer the blessed in 
paradise, and enliveneth the pallid flame in the 
profoundest hell. 

Gop LONE Is OMNIPOTENT ! He thought, 
and worlds were created: He frowneth, and 
they dissolve into smoke: He smileth, and the 
torments of the damned are suspended. The 
thunderings of Hermon are the whisperings 
of his voice ; the restling of his attire causeth 
lightning and earthquake ; and; with the sha- 
dow of his garment, he blotteth out the sun. 

Gob ALONE IS MERCIFUL! When he made 
his immutable decrees in eternal wisdom, he 
tempered the miserics of the race of Ismaet in 
the fountain of pity. When he laid the foun- 
dation of the world, he cast a look of benevo- 
lence into the abysses of futurity, and the adam- 
antine pillars of justice were softened by the 
beamings of his eyes. He dropped a tear upon 
the embryo miseries of unborn man, and that 
tear, falling through the immeasurable lapscs of 
time, shall quench the glowing flames of the 
bottomless pit. He sent his prophet into the 
world to enlighten the darkness of the tribes, 
and hath prepared the pavillion of the Houris, 
for the repose of the true believers. 

Gop ALonr 18 Just! He chains the latent 
¢ause to the distant event, and binds them both 
immutably fast to the fitness of things. He 
decreed the unbeliever to wander amid the 
whirlwind of error,and suited his soul to future 
torment. He promulgated the ineffable creed ; 
and the germs of countless. souls of believers, 
which existed in the contemplation of the Deity, 








expand at the sound. His justice refresheth 
the faithful, while the damned spirits confess 
it in despair. 

lop ALONE 18 OXE! Ibrahim the faithful 
knew it; Moses declared it amidst the thun. 
dering of Sinai ; Jesus pronounced it; and the 
messenger of God, the sword of his vengeance, 
filled the world with that immutable truth. 

Surely there is one God immortal, omnicient, 
omnipresent, Omnipotent, most merciful and 
just, and Mahomet is his Apostle. 

Lift your hands to the Eternal, and pronounce 
the ineffable, adorable, creed: THERE IS 


ONE GOD AND MAHOMET IS HIS 
PROPHET. 
TRUTH. 


THOUGH it may not always be safe, or 
advantageous, to speak truth, it is always pos- 


sible to avoida direct lie.—Prevarication is in-: 


deed, scarcely less culpable, but thereare sit- 
uations wherein it might be justified. A lion 
having a complaint in his stomach, called to a 
sheep who came past, and asked him if his 
breath was tainted by the disorder. The poor 
animal, incapable of deceit, answered “ Aye ;” 
upon which the lion ina rage bit off his head.- 
A wolf next was asked the same question, and 
like a true courtier, replied, “ No sire !”—6 ] 
will kill thee,” said the tyrant, “ for aliar and 
a flatterer.’’——The fox just then came into the 
royal presence, anda similar inquiry was made 
of this dexterous politician: “ Indeed, sire,” 
said he,“ I musthumbly intreat your majesty 
to excuse me ; for being troubled with a terri- 
ble cold, my scent is imperfect.” 


Otrecdote, 














BERNIS AND FLEURY. 


Cardinal de Bernis, when only an abbé, so- 
licited cardinal Fleury, then four-score, for 
some preferment. Fleury told him fairly, he 
should never have any thing in his time : Ber- 
nis replied, My lord, I shall wait.” 





ROYAL FAVOUR. 


A low Frenchman bragged that the king 
had spoken to him. Being asked what his ma- 
jesty had said, he replied, “He bade me stand 
out of his way.” 





LORD ROSS, 


The reprobate lord Ross, being on his death: 
bed, was desired by his chaplain to call on 
God. Ie replied, “1 will if I go that way: 
but I don’t believe I shall.” 





&A RECIPE FOR COURAGE. 


A gallant soldier was once heard to say; 
that his only measure of courage was this: 
“ Upon the first fire I immediately look upon 
myself asa dead man; I then fight out the re- 
mainder of the day, as regardless of danger asa 
dead man should be. All the limbs which! 
carry out of the field I regard as so much 
gained, oras so much saved out of the fire.” 
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THE MUSEUM, 

Is published every Saturday, attwo dollars per a” 
num, or for 52 numbers, by JAMES ORAM, No- 
241 Pearl-Street, New-York. City subscribers t 
pay one ha/f, and country subscribers the w/o," 
advance. It is a positive condition, that all letters 
communications come free of postage. 
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